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Severe as the storm had been, we did not start a rope
yarn nor receive the slightest damage in any way. I never
saw a creature so terrified as the poor devil of an Armenian.
In the height of the gale he frequently asked me what was
to become of us, and what I would advise him to do. Vexed
at his absurd question, and the childishness of his behaviour,
I answered, "I recommend you to grin and bear it," (an
expression used by sailors after a long continuance of bad
weather). Not at all understanding my meaning, he soon
after addressed Chisholme, requesting an explanation.
Unluckily for him Mr. Chisholme was out of temper, and
damning his blood for a stupid old brute, bid him go to
hell, at the same time giving him a push that drove him
several yards, and down he fell flat on his back. He raised
himself as well as he could, crawled to his cabin, and we
saw no more of him until the ship was safe at an anchor.

As we approached the land, the wind moderated, the
weather became clear, and the sea subsided. In a few hours
a small vessel came along side from which we got a Chinese
pilot, who conducted the ship through the Bogue, a narrow
channel or inlet from the ocean to the river, not near half a
mile broad, with a fort upon each side, which passed the
river spreads to a gteat width, and appears covered with
boats of different sizes.

Our sea pilot having taken the ship into Macao roads,
we there anchored to wait the arrival of a river pilot,
and were told we had no chance of one until the following
day. I therefore after dinner went on shore to this miserable
place, where there is a wretched ill constructed fort belong-
ing to the Portuguese, in which I saw a few sallow faced,
half naked, and apparently half starved creatures in old
tattered coats that had once been blue, carrying muskets
upon their shoulders, which, like the other accoutrements,
were of a piece with their dress. These wretches were
honoured with the title of " soldiers." Not only the men,
but every thing around bespoke the acme of poverty and
misery. Satisfied with what I had seen, and nothing
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